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One 


Author's Notes: 
For Lia and Hector-because they laughed. 


Hey. 

It's me again. 

Coming to you from the cold wasteland of sin and depression and despair. 

Right, Hamburg. 

No kid, | didn't say let's go for a hamburger, | said Hamburg. You know, the city? Where we are? 
| really have to improve my hiring practices. 


Just another day on the job. It was a Tuesday, | know that. How? Well, because | never forget, remember? And 


because they'd just been through to pick up the trash. Good thing the blonde wasn't here, he'd would have 
gone right out the door with the rest. 


He still has his thing for my wood. Some days he'd show up and just lay on my desk for awhile. Made it a hell 
of a thing to get any work done. 


Usually because he tended to do it naked 

Made a great place to hang my hat though. 

But that's neither here nor there. 

You don't want to know about blondes with a thing for sitting on my wood 


It was after lunch. I'd had the Pringles, since we were out of ravioli. | was sitting there debating with myself on 


having another cup of coffee or just calling it a day and heading for the bottle of bourbon... 
What, kid? We're out of bourbon? And coffee? 
Great. 


Guess I'll have to indulge in my third favorite pastime. Had to give up my second when | had to dig the kid out 
from the mound of spitballs that fell on his head while he was polishing my knob. 


He's got a thing for cleaning, and my knob had definitely needed polished. 


What? They know | mean the one on the door kid, do you think they're stupid? Just go back to watering the 
plant. 


One day | really will have to tell him its fake, 
Then the door opened. 

You know when a door opens and something just tells you trouble is about to walk through? 
Not that its carrying a big neon sign that says trouble. Or even a little one. 


But that low in the gut grab you by the balls cold band around you heart moment of dread chill up your spine 
feeling you get? 


Or is that just me? 


And then he walked in. 


| felt pretty confident in saying he, because if it was a woman she was the ugliest one I'd ever seen 
And she'd better not get any ideas about my wood 

And he was short. 

When he hopped up in the chair on the other side of the desk | could barely see his eyes. 


| thought about asking the kid to get him a booster seat, but some people are kind of sensitive about things 
like that. 


So we sat there and stared. 

Well, if you can call studying the part in his hair staring. 

Maybe | should tell him it was crooked. 

Finally he said something. 

"Hey kid, you know that plant isn't real?" 

Well damn, thanks a lot. Now whats he going to do all day? 
Don't look at me like that kid, *% knew it was fake. 

So back to the redhead. 

| asked him what was his story. 

| knew | was in trouble when he started with when he was born. 
| should've told him | charged by the hour. 

| thought about offering him coffee to give him something else to do with his mouth. 


Then | remembered we were out. But from the way he kept licking his lips when he looked at the kid, maybe 
he'd like lemonade. That's the kid's drink you know. Tart and cold. And the redhead definitely looked like a tart. 


| had to interrupt. So | asked him what brought him to see me. 


Two buses and a ride from a friend, he says. 


Good enough. 
Turns out he's a musician. And someone's been plucking his strings. 
So | got out my trusty pad and paper and asked him just how much plucking had been going on 


Turns out that there was a lot of plucking in his band. He really wanted to pluck the other guitarist, but he 
didn't think... 


Hey kid, I'm telling the story. Get back to squeezing your lemons. 

What's that? He didn't say pluck, he said? You kiss your mother with that mouth, kid? 

| really need to have a talk with him, one day he's going to hurt himself with those laughing fits. 

So, back to my story. 

The redhead tells me he wants me to come to the show they're playing and keep an eye out for any plucking. | 
told him | was a plucker from way back so I'd be happy to take his case. Next thing | know, he's perched on 
my wood. 


What is it with these guys and my wood? 


Yeah, it's hard and smooth and gives a good lay, but really, a guy kind of likes to be asked before you jump on 
it. 


So | agreed to meet him where his band was playing later. And after giving a few good wiggles on my wood, he 


gave me the address and slithered his way out the door. Before he left he told me to be sure to bring the kid. 


Like I'd leave him behind. After all, he'd come in handy. The kid was one of the best pluckers I'd ever plucked 
with. 


And believe me, I've plucked with a few. 

So | told the kid to take off for awhile and meet me back here in a few hours. Gave me some time to take a 
nap, er, | mean get some work done. Not that there was much to do. The kid took care of all that. He's even 
straightened out my filing system. 


Took him a week and several million rounds of the alphabet song, but hey, he got the job done. 


Course, first time | looked for something | had to call him in. Who would have thought the he'd put insurance 


forms under '0'? For "Ow". 


Yeah, but it makes me feel good to know | don't have a problem with hiring the less..er..the more..er..people like 


the kid. It's the thin air, | tell you. 

So, before | knew it the kid was back and we were off to the gig. 

That's plucker talk 

Means the show. 

So, we're driving to the gig, and the kid seems to have something on his mind. 

How could | tell? 

Hey, | am a detective. 

Well, the sighs and the puppy eyes he kept giving me may have been a clue. 

So | ask him. 

And he tells me that when he left, the redhead was waiting outside. Offered to polish his knob. 

Strange thing though, the front door doesn't have a knob, just a handle. 

Ah well, musicians. Too much loud music rattles their brains. 

So | told the kid not to worry, Id keep an eye on the redhead and make sure his knob was safe. Which is more 
than | can say for me if the kid doesn't stop laughing while he's driving. I've kissed some funny things in my 
day -- including that blonde -- but kissing the side of a building really isn't my idea of a good time. 

Brick tends to make my lips chap. 

When we get there, the redhead is outside, waiting for us. Well, | think he was waiting for the kid more than 
me, or at least that's the impression | got when he scaled him like a freckled monkey seeing a banana at the 


top of a tree. Hate to tell him, but the kid doesn't like bananas. 


So | peeled him off the kid and we followed him inside. You could tell right away there was something going on, 
everyone gave us a look when we were making our way through the clutter. 


The place was a mess. 
Maybe he could use the kid's knob polishing skills. 


We ended up in a room. Not a big room, actually kind of small. But not so small we had to stand right next to 


each other. The kid was starting to look a little scared. Might have been the fact that the redhead was again 
wrapped around him like a leech. And if lm not mistaken -- and I'm usually not -- he was sucking on him like 


one as well 
Damn, that's gonna leave a mark. 


So once again | peeled him off, no easy task | tell you. The redhead stuck better than glue. And he had more 
hands. 


Planting myself in front of the kid, | glared at him, trying to let him know that we were here to do a job. He 
finally got my point, telling me this was where he kept everything before going onstage and he thought this 


was where things were happening. So me and the kid decided it was time for a stake out. 


No, | didn't say we were gonna go out and get a steak, kid. Damn, I'm eating Pringles and he's eating steak? | 
need to take a look at those books and see what he's paying himself. 


So we hid ourselves in the shadowy corners of the room, blending into the creases of the walls and 


disoppearing like smoke wafting through the.. 

Hey kid? 

You aren't very inconspicuous when you're rolling around on the floor like that. 

So we waited. Toughest thing about being on a stakeout is the boredom. You find yourself doing anything you 


can to keep your eyes from flapping closed. Grocery lists, which places really mean that final notice stamp, 


how many... 


What? | wasn't snoring, kid. Meditating, that's what | was doing. That's my mantra. 
And then we heard a click. 


Not very loud, kind of quiet actually. The kind of click you hear when someone is opening a door but more 


muffled like they are trying to open it without anyone noticing they're opening it. Sneaky. That kind of click 


The door creaked open, almost like the kind of sound you hear right before the guy in the funny mask jumps 


out and stabs you a thousand times and you only have time to... 


Kid? | can't breathe. Let go of my neck. 


No wonder my knob was so shiny and my wood always gleamed. Hell of a grip on him. 


A shadow slipped through the door. Well, not really a shadow, because shadows don't really go anywhere 
without a body along. It crept across the room, heading for the redhead's favorite thing to pluck. 


Well, his second favorite. | had a feeling his favorite didn't actually have any strings. 

| was just about to make my move when the redhead burst though the door and flipped on the light. 

The shadow yelled for his mommy. 

Or that might have been the kid. 

Suddenly the room went dark | had to fight my way free of the kid, and if | thought the redhead was hard to 
peel he had nothing on the kid. | grabbed.someone..and held on, managing to take him, er, her, er it to the floor 
and throwing myself on top, uncaring of the danger, willing to sacrifice myself for the job. 

That's just the way | am. 

You have to be in my line of work. 

All the noise must have attracted attention because the light flashed on 

And there he was. 

Bushy hair and a nose that would have looked out of place on anyone smaller than the kid. 

And the kid? 

Well, lets just say if wearing redheads is the new fashion, he was ready for it. 

Till the redhead saw what was under me. 


He dismounted the kid so fast | think he left tire tracks. 


| got up, hauling the stranger to his feet and holding him be the scruff of the neck, pleased with a job well 


done. 
What? 
What do you mean get my hands off of him he's yours? 


| don't want him. 


Hes not my type 
Too much nose, not enough boobs. 

Although, he does have a good set of pins on him. 

Shut up kid, | wasn't the one screaming for my mommy wommy when it got darky warky. 
So it was over. 

Case closed. 

Turns out the bushy one was trying to get the redhead's attention. 

| told him next time just climb on the redhead's wood. 

| swear whatever the kid has, it's contagious. 

They well all laughing like a feather pillow had exploded and they were rolling in it. 


So | took my check and the kid and we headed out. The invited us to stay for the gig, but | was thoroughly 


sick of pluckers and plucking and all | wanted was a good cup of coffee and.. 
What, kid? 

We are out of coffee. 

| forgot. 

Ok, so every once in a while | do forget. 

But not the important stuff. 

Never. 

| can't you see. 

Not in my line of work. 

So, if you're having trouble and you're a plucker, give me a call. 


lm in the book. 


Michael Weikath. 


Private Dick. 


